"But this is the first time me and Mm ever taken a
drink together. Ain^t that so, Mr. Bayard? ... I
reckon you'll want a drinkm'-cup, won^t you?" But

Bayard was already drinking, with the jug tlited across
his horizontal forearm and the mouth held to his lips
by the same hand? as it should be done. "He knows how
to drink outen a jug, don?t he?" Suratt added. "I
knowed he was all right/3 he said in a tone of con-
fidential vindication. Bayard lowered the jug and re-
turned It to Suratt^ who tendered It formally to Hub.

"Go ahead/5 Hub said. "Hit it." Suratt did so, with
measured pistonlngs of his Adam?s apple. Above the
stream gnats whirled and spun In a leveling ray of sun-
light, like erratic golden .chaff. Suratt lowered the jug
and passed It to Hub and wiped his mouth on the back
of his hand.

"How you fee! now9 Mr- Bayard?" he asked. Then
he said heavily: "You'll have to excuse me. I reckon I
ought to said Cap'm Sartoris? oughtn't I?"

"What for?55 Bayard asked. He squatted also on his
heels against the bole of the beech tree. The rising
slope of ground behind them hid the barn and the
house9 and the three of them squatted In a small bowl
of peacefulness remote from the world and tirae9 and
filled with the cool and limpid breathing of the spring
and a seeping of sunlight among the elders and willows
like a thinly diffused wine. On the surface of the spring
the sky lay reflected5 stippled over with windless beech
leaves. Hub squatted Ieanly5 his brown forearms clasped
about Ms knees* smoking a cigarette beneath the tilt of
Ms hat. Suratt was across the spring from him. He wore
a faded blue shirt, and In contrast to It his hands and
face were a rich,, even browns like mahogany. The jug
sat rotund and benignant between them.
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